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THE WOULD-BE SHERIFF 




44 Wfc7" E'RE right on his trTiI," said Sh< 

» » Stone, leaning over his horse and 
squinting at the tracks on the ground. "I've 
been after Owlhoot Otis for months and this 
time- I'm going to corner that sidewinder." 

"Yeh, we'll get him!" echoed Randy Watson, 
twirling his gun. 

Sheriff Stone turned to stare curiously at 
his companion. Randy Watson was a young, 
eager-faced cowpuncher who took this all as a 
thrilling adventure instead of a grim game 
with a desperado. and death. 

"Are you sure you want to come along with 
me?" the sheriff asked once more. "Owlhoot 
Otis is a kilter. He's been looting and killing 
like a mad dog. When we catch up to him, he 
isn't going to smile sweetly and give up. He's 
going to fight like a wild animal. Maybe you'd 
better go home now and . . ." 

"Save your breath, sheriff!" Randy inter- 
rupted. "I've got time off from the ranch right 
now. And I don't want to be a cowpuncher all 
my life. I want to be a sheriff someday, and I 
figger learning this business from you is the 
best training I could get." 

Sheriff Stone hesitated, but he couldn't re- 
sist the appeal in the young cowpoke's face 
and voice. "Let's go," he said grimly. "Owl- 
hoot Otis has a tired horse and we're gaining 
on him." 

The trail was plain — too plain. Stone was 
puzzled about that. The cunning badman usu- 
ally left very little, if any, trail. It wasn't long 
before they saw the horseman ahead, topping a 
rise far off- 

"There's the coyote!" yelled Randy, raising 
himself in the saddle for a better look. 

"Look out!" snapped Stone, pulling Randy 
by the arm just in time. A sharp report sound- 
ed and a bullet whined, taking off Randy's hat, 
•pinning it to the dirt. 

"See what I meant before?" Stone said 
quietly, to the white-faced young cowboy. 
"Owlhoot Otis is playing this game for keeps. 
Are you game to go on?" 

"Sure," grinned Randy, "I'm learning I'll 
be a real good sheriff, with lessons from you. 
Let's corral that gunslick now." 




Hard riding brought the two pursuers closer 

to the fleeing desperado, "He's caught in open 
country," gloated Randy. "No woods or hills 
ahead. Kind of dumb on hit part." 

"That's the funny thing," mused Stone, 
frowning. "He could have forked off into tim- 
berland before. Why didn't he? There's some- 
thing loco about this whole thing . . ." 

"Look!" yelled Randy, spurring his cayuse 
forward. "He's heading for that cave. We got 
him holed up. Yayyyyy!" 

"Wait!" Stone answered. "Now I get it. 
Stop, Randy— t" 

But it was too late. Randy couldn't hear, 
and he was racing for the cave mouth. Mut- 
tering, the sheriff could only follow. The 
mouth of the cave was big and they both gal- 
loped into the gloomy cavern. Almost immedi- 
ately shots rang out from the shadows ahead. 

"Off your horse I" Stone cried, at last making 
himself heard. "He's bushwhacking ual" 

They flung themselves off their mounts, 
crouching in shadow. Randy's face waa be* 
wildered. "You mean he's ambushing as heref 

"Yeh, you young fool," Stone hissed back. 
"You led us right into his trap I Don't you saef 
Owlhoot Otis wanted to get me out of the way 
so he cooked up this wild goose chase, leaving 
a plain trail. Now the question is, how do we 
get out of here — alive?" 

"Why, we can just run out," Randy said un- 
thinkingly, jumping up. Bullets almost clipped 
him, but Stone yanked him back. 

"How did you ever live this long?" Stone 
asked bitingly. "Don't you realize that any- 
body running out of the cave, with the strong 
light outlining him, gives Owlhoot a dead 
bead? He had this all figured out in advance. 
He probably explored the cave before and 
knows it like a book. He can stalk us like 
animals . . ." 

Even at th» moment another shot rang out 
from the hide outlaw, from another direc- 
tion, hitting so t.«* that chips of rock stung 
their faces. 

And then wild laughter curdled their blood, 
echoing hollowly somewhere in the gloom be- 
yond them. It was the mad, gloating laugh of 
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ths killer himself, "Howdy, Sheriff Stone!" 
came his mocking voice. "Welcome to Crystal 
Cave. You walked into my trap like a baby. 
I got this cave mapped like my own backyard. 
I'll sneak up behind you in the dark, sooner 
Or later, and shoot you down like a polecat. 
And the same with that ranny with you, who- 
ever he is. Run, Sheriff! Run for your life! 
See if you can escape me!" 

Another shot exploded in the shadows and 
again a bullet sang its song of death near them. 
Randy moaned in panic and tried to jump up, 
but Stone dragged him down firmly. "Back 
deeper into the cave," he whispered. "It's our 
only hope. Follow me. Don't make any noise." 

But it was impossible not to make noise in 
the tomblike silence as they crawled between 
stalagmites of the huge cavern, with its crys- 
talline stone formations glinting dully around 
them. Also bats were disturbed and twittered 
a> they flew off. A dead giveaway to their 
movements. 

But strangely, no further shots came from 
their deadly bushwhacker. Instead, his voice 
rang out mockingly again. "Hiding back there, 
•h? Good! You see, that's part of my plan too. 
I'm circling out to the open air. My next Job 
la going to be robbing the express stage. And 
you won't atop me, Sheriff. Know why? Be- 
cause you're going to die in this cave ! You see, 
I've got the cave mouth all dynamited, ready 
•» go off." 

It waa only a few moments later that the 
thundering blast flung Stone and Randy off 
their feet. Picking themselves up, they stag- 
farad toward the mouth of the cave. It was ail 
caved in with tons of rock, completely sealing 
them inside! 

"Buried alive!" groaned Randy, sinking to 
his knees in horror. "W can never dig our way 
out. It's our tomb now!" 

"Well, I warned you it might end this way," 
said Stone pityingly. "Too bad you're sharing 
death with me. This trap was planned only for 
me, not you, kid . . ." 

"That's the worst of it!" Randy said, agon- 
ized. "I'm the cause of all this. I insisted on 
going with you, and then I forced you into 
this trap. Alone, you would have been too 
amart to get tricked. I've done everything 
wrong — everything. Even if I got out of this 
aljva. I'd never make a good sheriff. I'm too 
tomb." 



"Forget it," said Stone. "All we can do now 
is search for another way out," 

They found pieces of wood lying around and 
lit them as torches, lighting up the darkness. 
But an hour later, exploring the cave, it came 
to a dead end of blank rock. 

"No other way out," Stone murmured. "Our 
horses ran out before. We have no food or 
water." 

"We're sunk!" Randy choked. "We'll die 
here." 

Stone shivered. "Cold down here. Well, no 
sense freezing to death. Let's build a fire." 

They warmed themselves over the big blaze. 
Suddenly, Randy's eyes glowed strangely, 
with hope. "Sheriff!" he exclaimed. "Why 
isn't this closed-in space filling up with smoke, 
choking us? Where does the smoke go? Hey, 
look ! It's going up — up into that narrow crev- 
ice above" our heads. It must lead to open air I" 

Randy was right. Standing on Stone's 
shoulders, he was able to hoist himself into 
the crevice, pulling the sheriff up after him. 
It was a rugged climb upward through the 
winding crack but at last they crawled free 
into open air and glorious sunshine. 

Neither of them could say a word. They 
only looked back at what had nearly been their 
tomb, shuddering. 

Their horses were grazing' not far off. 

A SHORT while later, Owlhoot Otis was 
the most surprised badman in the west 
when the two figures appeared out of nowhere, 
outshooting and capturing him just as he 
stopped the express stagecoach for robbery. 

"Ghosts 1" he yelped first, until Randy's 
hard fist proved otherwise. "How did you durn 
hombres escape that cave?" 

Stone answered smiling, patting the young 
cowpuncher's shoulder. "Randy here did it. 
He'll be a good sheriff someday. I'm proud of 
him. He used his brains and figured out that 
smoke follows any current of air out of a 
closed place. Yes, sir, due to Randy's smart 
thinking, that smoke saved us I" 

Sheriff Stone neglected to mention one 
small thing — that that was the reason he had 
built the roaring fire in the first placet 
THE END 
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EflMWHlH, AT THE 1UXTOH INSURANCE OFFICE •. 



WELL, DIP YUH CATCH 
THOSE VARMINTS WHO 
b, HAVE BEEN STEALING 

ALL IMF VamflHJ.FS M 



NOT YET, MR. PRINCE, ■ 
BUT WE'RE WORKING 
HARP AT IT.' DON'T FORGET, 
EVERY TIME SOMETHING'S 
STOLEN, WE HAVE TO PAY 
THE INSURANCE ON " 
IN FACT, MY B0S5 5ENT 
FOR A PRIVATE 
INVESTIGATOR 



A LOT OF GOOD THAT'S GOING TO PC' 
BY THE TIME YUH PEOPLE CATCH THE 

GUILTY VARMINTS, THEY'LL HAVE ^Hi^H 
STOLEN ALL MY VALUABLE BOOKS// 

AND I'VE SPENT A FORTUNE , BUT THE SHERIFF'S 

COLLECTING FIRST EDITIONS.' / GOT BOTH EXITS FROM 
I AIM TO MOVE THEM OUT / TOWN GUARDED. 1 NO 
DF TOWN TO PAY .' ^^^^ ONE'S ALLOWED THROUGH 




THEH YUH'P BETTER WRITE OUT 
A PASS FER ME.'IF THOSE 
BOOKS ARE STOLEN, YUH'LL 
HAVE TO PAY JHE INSURANCE 
ON THEM ANP I RECKON 
YUH DON'T WAHT 



MY NAME'S I HE SURE DIOj MR. 
BILL BOYD „' \ BOYD.' THERE'S 
BEEN A WAVE OF 
ROBBERIES IN TOWN 

" HE'D LIKE TO 
RE YUH AS SPECIAL 
INVESTIGATOR FOR OUR 
INSURANCE COMPANY 
TO HELP FIND THE ■ 
GUILTY HOMBRES.' 




BUT YOUR REPUTATION ) THAT '5 
AS A BIBLIOPHILE IS / WHAT I'M 
SO WELL-KNOWH, ^ AFRAID Of.' 
THE MOMENT 
PRINCE SEE 5 
YOU HE'LL JACK j 
UP THE PRICE • 
ON ANY BOOK 
YOU WANTED.' , 



BILL BOYD WESTERN 




BILL BOYD WESTERN 




SILL BOYD WESTERN 




8IU. BOYD WESTERN 




BILL BOYD WESTERN 





BILL BOYD WESTERN 




Now You Can Set BILL BOYD WESTERN Every Other Month, By Mail 

(Please print your name clearly in pencil) 



C IFT SUBSCRIPTIONS FOR 
YOUR FRIENDS 

FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
GREENWICH, CONN. 

YES. send BILL BOYD WESTERN every 
other month to the names below, as my 

Name 

Address 

C.ty . Zone State 

□ 1 2 issues G 24 issues □ 36 issues 



Name 

Address 

Ci ry Zone State . .. 

r> 12 issues □ 24 issues Q 36 issues 

My gift card should read .... 

I enclose $ for the above orders. 



FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
GREENWICH, CONN, 

YES, send me BILL BOYD WESTERN 

every other month. 

I am enclosing $ in full payment. 

Name 

Address 

City Zone... State 

Subscription Rates for U, S. and Possessions 
and Pan America 
(CHECK ONE) 

□ 12 Issues for $1.20 
Q 24 Issues for $2.25 

□ 36 Issues for $3.00 

Sorry, no subscriptions sent to Canada, 
For other foreign countries, add 50 »»nti prr year. 
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a big, new booklfar 
MODEL BUILDERS 




At Your Local Newsstand 75 Cents a Copy 



